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DIRECTORY.
ARSH A T.T, COUNTY DEMOCRAT, T.

M Mi-Do- all and II. H. hncnU T""i -
,

PALMER. IVaier in ury onus,
CHARLES Shoe, TUidware. Queensware,
Groceries, and Hats & Caps.

McLAUGIlUN' Saddle ani Harness
NF.LS. one door vest of the cor-

ner jntheobJJMyjn
EVANS. Dealers in Dry Cond

BIOOKRA, reXCHthine; comer LapmteJV
TCO. Dealers in Prv

TBHOWNI.EF; Shoes, Ready made

Clotl.ins, IIdware &jCullery;

Tl T. A. LEVONT, Practicinir PhysiHan.
In. dea'eria Pracs Med.nnes, O.ls.

Paints nrorcries. east side Micron street.

& VlSF.no E. Malerin Foreicn
PVCKARD Groceries and Provisions.

,,t tide Michigan strret.
I, PIATT, Chair & Cabinet maker.

, and Undertaker. Furniture room m

Tth room of the old Plymouth Hotel.

McbVNNEL. Manufacturer and dea.erJ. in Roots & Shoes, and Shoe Findings.

est side Jiichizan street.
i"ULVER3ÖN Saddle &

PVÜTER corner Laporte and

Center streets.
Wholesale and re-I- t.

S. CLEAV ELAND

uil dealer in Stoves. Tinware, & Har-

dee generally, west side Michigan street.

TVT IL OCLESBEE & Co. Dealers in Dry
Roots andGoods Groceries, Hardware.

Shoes. Crockery &c.- - in the Brick Store.

RUSK, Dealer in Family
KORERT and Tinware. Bakery

. ......t er .1.:attached, east sine -- ltlV-.::

CREAM SALUU, ii.
ICE up stairs mRusVi budding.

Merchant Tailor, and
FRIMPLER. and all kinds of Furnisb-i- n

Gooils, in Rusk's building.

i HEWITT. Dealers in
WESTERVELT Hardware Boo.s

& Shoes. Ready majb2CJonffX-c- . .
""bTpERSHINO Wholesale and Retail

Mk.tleines. Oils. Paints,
OUss St Qlasy:vre, flrocerie, & giticer wine

BAXTER Manufacturers of TinROWN VB pi... f.. A.a fftrmnvurc and dealersfiieci i' i, ,v'
in Stoves sifi ' l in sn0PT.." ..

REEVb. Att jrVat Law. CollectionsCl'lV trVf nded to in orthern; U-

ltima. Lands (or ch.P:
liT W. SM1T5 r Justice of the peace, will
IVJt, attend tot, uiess in lie Circuit and

Cora. Pleas courts Ovei ;JLhe Post o?1":.

TT.ÄM'I "
.IGGINBOTHAM, Physician

L and Surg Office at his residence on

he east side of Michigan street.
ÖllN"cbTTGLE,t Keeps a general assort-ment- of

Dry Goo Is, Groceries, Vegetables

and Meats of all ki;....0?.?.
--irn. 3 Ü. GRAY. Eclectic Physician, will

J attend to calls day or night. Office four

4 oors north of C. . Reeve's residence.

& Co. Waeon. Catriage & Plow
ELLIOTT at their new stand at the
outh end of the Bridge, Michigan street.

R. BROWN. Physician and Surgeon,
DR. promptly attend to all calls in his
ptofessioa. Office at his residence, south Plym.

A. JOSEPH. Cabinet Maker and Un

it dertaker, South Plymouth.

CHAS. WEST, Eclectic Physician.
DR. at his residence, east side Michi- -

jaa street
--mo e? . VI tVP r1rtfV anrl. Vtr hmaVpt.- o nuii, iv "

L,C1 Silversmithing generally. Up stairs
ia the rid Plymouth Hotel.

T71DWAHD3 HOTEL, Wm. C. Edwards Pro-X- li

prietor, corner of Michigan and Washing-
ton streets.
-- - n TlTnVPR. Hnme Camenter t Joiner.

t Shop on Washington street, east of
Michigan street.

BRIGGS, Horse Shoeing and
Blacksmithingofall kinds done to order.

Shop south east of Edwards' Hotel.

MERICAN HOUSE, O. P. Cherry SonA proprietors. South i'lymoum.

A BALDWIN, raanufneturea and keeps
on hand custom made uoots onoes;

east side Michigan street.

JOHN SMITH. Manufacturer of Fine
Custom made Boots. Shop next door north

of the Brick Store.
Sc. M. ELLIOTT Turners. Chair

JAMES and Sign Painters, Michigan street.
South Plymouth.

T E. ARMSTRONG, attends to all calls
in his line of Daguirreotyping, at his res-

idence north et Edwards' Hotel.

Tt iW H. PECHER it CO., Dealers in Family
Groceries, Provisions, Contectionaries

&c. South Plymouth.

J?n the mllarket.
II EAT At the highest market prices,w taken on subserintion to Ihe Banner,

ielirred at the ofUce. totr

fiirnn r,l.:.-.- l Aftter.inrf unlerta.
U ker, corner Center & wisiiiDjroa

From The Ohio Stale Journal.
TO.MY JIOTIIEK.

The following lines written by a con-

vict in the Ohio Penitentiary, are touch-ingl-

beautiful;
I've wandered far from thee, mother,

Far from my happy l on e.
I've Ivlx the lai.d ti.ut gave me birth,

lu other cititS to roam;
And lime, since then, haa roll' J it year?.

And murkftl thcni on my brow;
Yet, 1 h:ive often thotisht of thee

I'm thinking f thee now.

I'm thinking on the day, mother,
When at my tender side,

You watch M the dawning of my youth,
And kiM me in yonr pride;

Then brightly was my heart lit up
With hnpf r.f future jiyf

While ynnrbripht fane- - honor Win 8
To dick thy darling be y.

I'm think! ig of the day, mother,
When with such anxious care,

Y- - u lifted npyoiir heart to Heaven
Y"T hope yt ur trut w is there;

Fond memory bring thy parting word",
While te;trs rolle! down v,ur cheek:- - 4 .

Thv luii?, luf, loving look told more
Than ever words could speak.

I'm far a way from theeynother;
N friend if near me now,

T soothe me with a tender word
Or cool niy burning brow:

The denrest Vies aff-ctio- n wove,
Are all now torn from me;

They left me when the trouble came;
They did not love liko thee.

I'm 1wly and forsaken now,
Unpi'tied an' uublet;

Yet mill 1 would nothave thee know
II waorely I'm di$?ro.-etl- ,

Iknow you w ould notchih', mother,
You would notjjivenie blarne;

B il soithe me with yo ir tender words.
A iJ bid me hope ajrain.

1 would ir,t have thee know, mother;
Il w brightest hopes decay,

The tempter with hi baneful cup
H isdas-h'- tlu-- uv;iy;

And shame has left its venom sting' ,
T ruck with anguish wild

Yet still w ild not have thee know
The surri-W- i at thy child.

Oil. I have windered far, mother.
Sir ce deserted thee.

And left thy trusting heart to break,
B"'u:id the ueip blue ea.

Oil! inuther, rill 1 I?ve thee well,
An.l long to hear thee speak,

Aid feel again thy Imhny breath
Uion niy careworn cheek.

But, ah! ther-- ; is a thought, mo'her,
i'crrades my beating breast,

That thy freed pirit n:ay have flown
To its cternul rest.

And while 1 wipe the tear nwy.
There whispers in mv er

A voice that tpeaksof heaven and thee.
And bids me reek thee there.

THE IICW A ICD OF IUEIUT.

1 First-Rat- e Love Story.

Annie hal arrived at the mature age
of (do not start, reader,) twenty seven,
and yet in a state of single blessedness.
Somehow or other she had not even fall-

en in love, os yet. 'Had she no offer?'
What a simple question! Did you ever
know half a million of dollars to go beg-
ging? Offers? es, scores of them!
It may be accounted as one of her oddi-
ties, perhaps, but whenever the subject
happened to be touched upon by her fa-

ther, Annie would say that she wanted
some one who could love her for herself,
and she must have assurances of this, nnd
hw could she in her present position?
Thus matters stood, when Annie was led
to form 'and execute what will appear a
very strange resolution; but she was a
resolute girl. We must now go back six
rears.

One dark, rainy morning in November,
as our old friend was looking composedly
at the cheerful fire in the grate of his
counting room, really indulging in some
serious reflections on the past and future,
the far future, too, a gentleman presented
himself and inquired for Mr. Bremen.
The old man uttered not a word, but only
bowed. There was that in his looks that
said. 'I am he.

The stranger might haTe been some
thirty years of age. He was dressed in
black, a mourning weed was on his hat,
and there was something in his appear
ance which seemed to indicate that the
friend whose loss he-- deplored had recent-
ly departed. The letter of introduction
which he presented to Mr 11. was quickly
yet carefully perused, nnd as it was some
what unique, we shall take the liberty of
submitting it to the inspection of the
reader:

. 11 mo., IS.
FciESD Paul This will introduce to

thee frieud Charles Copeland. Ho has
come to thy city in pursuit of business
I hare known him from a youth up.
Thou mayest depeud upon for aught he
can do, and shall not lean as on a broken
reed. If thou canst do anything for him.
thou mayest peradventure benefit thyself,
and cause to rejoice,

Tby for tue r and present friend,
Micaii Loomis."

It is not every one who can get old
Micah Jjoomis" endorsements on his cha-
ractersaid Paul Bremen to himself as he
fulded up the letter of a well known as-focit- te

of former days. 0ld Micah is
good for a quarter of a million, O' for
anything else it will do I want htm
getting old busiuess increasing must
have some more help now as well as
any time.'

The old gentleman looked at all this,
as he stood gazing in perfect silence on
the man before bim. At length he open-
ed his lips,

Mr. Copeland, you know all about
books?

I have had some few years experi-

ence.'
Any objection to a place here close

work thousand a year?!
None in the world.'

'When can jou beginV
;Now.'

A real smile hone upon the old man.s
face. It lingered there like the rays of

the setting sun among the rloud3 of eve-

ning, lighting up those seemingly hard,

dark features.
A stool was pushed to the new comer,

books were opened, matters explained,

directions given, the pen was dipped into
the ink, and in short, before an hour hud

would have thoughtptesed away, you
that th old man and the young man had

known each other for years.
In reference to our new friend.it will

be sufficient to remnk. that he hail been

liberally educated, as the phrase goes, and
though he had entered early into busi-

ness, he had not neglected the cultivation
of hi) mind and heart. He had found,
tim- - to cherish a general acquaintance
with the most note-worth- y authors of the

day. both- - literary and religious, and

with many of the pst tims. After a

few years of success in the pursuits to
which he had devoted himself, misfor-

tune came thick and fjst upon him. He,
found himself left with scarcely any prop-

erty, and alone in the world, save his
two daughters.

As year after year had passed away, he

grew steadily in the confidence of his em-

ployer, who felt, though he said it not,
that iu him he possessed a treasure.

Very little, indeed, was said by either
of them not connected with the routine
of business, and there had been no inter
course whatever between them, save m

the counting room. Thus six years pass-

ed by. at the close of vhich period old

Mr. Bremen was found looking with much

frequency and earnestness at the younger
before him, something was evidently
brewing in that old head. "What could it
bet And then, too. at home he looked
so curiously. The Irish servant was pui
zled. Sure said James, something's a
coming. Ahnie, too. was somewhat
perplexed, for those looks dwelt much on

her.
What is it father?' said sho to him

one morning at the breakfast table, as he

sit sazinff in her face, 'what is it?' Du

tell me.
I wish vou would have him. burst

forth like an avnlanche. Known him for
six years true as a ledger a gentleman

real sensible fellow don't talk much
regular as a clock prime for business
worth his weight in gold.'
Have who, falheil What are you talk-

ing abou;?
My head clerkCopeland you dou't

know him I do haven't seen anybody
else worth an old quill.'

Annie was puzzled. She laughed, how.
ever, and said. .

'Marry my father's clerk! what would
people si) ?

Humbug, child, all humbug worth
forty of your whiskered, lounging, lazy
gentry; 6ay? what they please; what do I

care? what do jou care? whais money
after nil? got enough of it want a sen
sible man somebody to take care of it;
it's all humbug.

What's all humbug, father?'
Why people's notious on these mat-

ters Copeland is poor 60 was 1 once
may be again; world's full of changes
seen a great many of them in my day
can't slay here long; got to leave you,
Annie wish you'd like him.'

Father, are you serious?'
'Serious, child.' And he looked so.
Annie wag a chip of the old block;

strong-minde- d, resolute giil. A new idea
seemed to strike her.

Father, if you nie really serious in this
matter, I'll see this Cipeland; I'll get ac-

quainted with him. If he likes me and 1

like him, I'll have him. But he shall love
me for myself nlone; I shall know it
will you leave the matter to me?'

lio ahead, my child, and do qs you like.
Good morning.'

Stop a moment, father. I shall alter
my name a little; I shall appear to be n

poor girl, a companion of our friend Mrs.
Richard?, in H stteet; she shall know
the w hole affair, you shall call me by my
middle name, Peyton; I shall be a rela-
tive of yours, you shall suggest the bu-

siness to Mr. Copeland, as you call him,
and arrange for the first interview. The
test will tako care for itself,

I see, I see ai.d one of those rare
smiles illuminated his whole face It ac-

tually got between his lips, parted them
assunder. glanced upon a set of teeth but
little the worse for wear, and was resting
there when he left the house for the coun
ting room, the twilight ot that smile
wns not yet gone when he reached the
well known spot, and bowed and looked
Good morning,' to those in his employ,

for old Paul was. after his fasr.ion. a po-

lite man. On tho morning of that day
what looks were directed to our friend
Charles! so many, so peculiar, so full of
something, that the head clerk could not
but notice them, and that two with some
alarm. What was coming? At last the
volcanoe burst forth.

Copeland, my good fellow, why don't
you get a wife?'

Had a thunderbolt fallen at his feet, he
could not have been more astounded.
Did Mr. Bremen say that, and in the coun-

ting room loo? The very ledgr seemed
to blush at the introduction of such a sub-

ject. He for the first time mace a blot
on the fair page before bim.

I say why don't you get a wife?
know just thing for you prime article

poor enough to be sure what of that
a fortune in a wife, you know a sort

of relation of mine don't want to med-

dle with other people's business, know
your own businessbest can't help think-
ing you'll be happier must see hei.

Now the fact is that Charles had for
some time past thought so himself; but
how the old man could hare so complete-
ly divined his feelings was a puszle to
him. In tho cours of the day a note

was put into Mr. Bremen's hands by the
servant, the contents of which produced
another grim sort of smile. When the
moment for his return home had arrived,
Mr. B. handed n sealed decument of ra- -

ther imposing appearance to Charles, say- -
j

ing I

Copeland, you will oblige me by leav- - j

I ing that at No. 67 II street. Place
it only in the hands of the person to
whom it is addressed: don t want to
trust it to any one else. :

The clerk snw on the outside Mrs.

Richards. No G7 H street." the door
bell was tang. 1 he servani usnereo mm
iutoa small, neat parlor, where sal a lady
apparently twenty-fiv- e or fhirty years of
age, plainly dressed, engaged in knitting
a stocking. Our friend bowed, and en
quired for Mrs. Richards,

Sh. is not in. but is expected present.
mm, I g

ly; will you be seattfl lhere was an
ease and quietness, ana ra air 01 aj-t-

r r,qUeStiug that of them should
mand about this person, which seemed pe- - j Ul he got through, with a few pe-
culiar to Copeland. He felt at ease at , anJparatorv hgmSf an aS3umpl:on of a
once, (you always do with such people.) comicaj facCt commenced. (I wish I
made some common-plac- e remark, which i couM report his inimitable language,
was immediately responded to; soon rcr&afi77l ( literatim.)
the conversation grew o interesting thnt; 1 a boy. know, daddv
Mrs. Richards neatly forgotten, Her' moveJ from Virginia Kainttick. I'd
absence was strangely protacted, but at been born aml up on lhe frontcers
length she made her appearance. The Kaiutuck was a paradise for meto
document presented; a glance at the hunl bars an Ingins in 13at j

o5' want a cottrtin Well, although I
Mr. Lopeland, varies dowoo. .

Miss Peyton, The young lady bow- - j

ed; and thus they introduced. Ihere
was no particular reason for remaining
any longer, and our fnend-- took his de-- ;

iparture,
Thit night Annie said to Mr. B., 'I

like his appearance, father.'
Forward march.' said old Paul, and he '

at his daughter with vast satisfac- -

ltn I

The ould inan'asswatc to-nig- ht as a j

new potatoe.' said James to the cook. i

The next day Charles Copeland came .

very near writing several times. -- To Miss ,

reyton. JJr.. as ne was making oui some
bills of merchandise sold.

Delivered the paper last evening?'
Cipeland bowed.
Mrs. Richards is an old frieud. humble

in ciicumstances the young lady, Pe-
ytonworth her weight in gold any day

have her myself if I could.'

'How much you remind me Mr. B.'
said Charles one evening to Annie; I

think you said you were a relation of
his?'

1 am related to him through my mo-

ther, was the grave reply.
Mrs. Richards turned away to conceal

a smile.
Somewhat later than usual on that day!

Annie reached her father's house. There
was no mistaking the expression of he;
countcnancc. Happiness was plainly
written. -

I soe, I see,' eiid the old man: 'the ac-

count is closed books balanced have it
all through new iu short order. You are
a sensible girl no foolls puss just
I waut bless you, child, bless you.'

The day Paul came, for the first
time in his life, rather late to his count-
ing room. Casks and boxes seemed to
be starting with wonder.

'Copeland, you are a fine fellow heard
from Pvichards proposal to my re-

lation, Peyton all right done up well.
Come to my house this evening never
been there yet, eh?-eig- ht o'clock, precise-
ly want to see you, got something to
say,'

How much interest he seems to take
in this matter;' said Charles.. He's a kind
old fellow in his way; a little rough, but
good at heart.'

Yes. Mr. Charles Copeland, kind-
er than you think for.

At eight o'clock precisely, the door
bell of Mr. Bremen's mansion rung. Mr.
Charles Copeland was ushered in by friend
James. Old Paul took him kindly by the
hand, and turning round abruptly, intro-
duced him to 'my daughter. Miss Annie
Peyton Bremen,' and immediately with-
drew.

'Charles, will you forgive me this? He
was too much astonished to make any re-

ply. :If you knew all my motives and
feelings I am Eure you would.

That the motives and feelings were
explained to his entire satisfaction,

uo one will doubt.
Copeland, shouted old Paul, as he en-

tered the room, 'no use in loDg engage-
ments.

Oh, father!
No use, I say; mnrrie.l now get ready

afterwards, next Monday evening; who
cares? Want it over; feel settled. Shant
part with Annie, though; must bring her
here; house rather lonsome; be still; no
words; must have it so; partner in busi-
ness; Bremen 6c Copeland; got ths pa-

pers all drawn up to day, can't alter it.
Be quiet, will you? won't stay in the
room.

I have now finished my story, reader.
I have given you the facts. I cannot 6ay,
however, that I approve of the deception
practiced upon oar friend Charles. As,
however, our Lord commended the un-

just steward because he acted wisely, so,
I suppose, the good eense shown by the
young lady, in choosing a husband for the
sake of what he was, and not for the 6ake
of what he might have possessed, merits
our approbation. It is not every one
who has moral courage enough to step
out of the circle which surrounds the
wealthy, and seek for those qualities of
miud and heart, which the heart can nei-

ther take or give away.

Sir Walter Scott wag urged not to
propt up fallen credit of en acquain- -

tance. he replied, that man was ray fnend
when friends were few, and I will be bis
now that Iiis enemies are many.' A no
ble reply, ...

toTC in the Back Woods.

ORj old jimmy waddle's nns-- r courtship.
Xalkin' o' sprees, bovs, puts me in

minj Q, my young dnys : , &houd ralher
&uefS j wag in fof ,em gome oyscif lhem
t;mPP,

This was said by nn old man whom we
.vili introduce as Mr. James Waddle, or

svii-com- - none
lauh

he

and

.vhen was you
was to

füuchl
; and

was forgol you
storv.

were

looked

of

what

next

Mrs.

even

soon

the

rather ng ,o1d Jim WadJlc.' Everybodv
(except tr:a reader) knows him and his
penchant for yarn spinning. It is the
evening of a militia training day. There
Bre a goodly number, after the' companv
is dismiSeej frorn duty, who were loun?
ing around, and nil gathered about the
aforesaid old Jim to hear his yarn, to
which he had already begun the prelude,
and waits for somebody to urge him to go
on; this there are enough to do. Ho then

. ..U.t I ILpiiii u i rfii iiil mrv wiiiiiii navp -- ni.p nr- -

u- -HIS II U 11 1 1 U J i vVIUI alii OlMCCSt' Ii UJ)3
unanimously demnded the latter. Then,

wa8 atwavs a cuU:n up 60me deviltry
am he b t 80mehow t w ...
tie k1i fitMrv Hmnnc, ,h ie r i;t,.
fcd lha criller s nodi iüusl v b . b . ,

onl x coul(, man8 e to show j.
by castiu' sheep's eyes to abundance at
'era. We hod meetin' as well as frolics
sometimes. While the preacher was
nr.nry,:ni ..p.u-a.,,,.- ., krn,u.ri - j
ness anJ love x WBSn.t thinkin else.
used to set where I could look the gals in
lhe faceand then gaze nt some purtj
one lU1 shed tlufeh as red as a rPpper.pod
Thea x feU so quef.f aboullhe gi2Zafll nnd
wishea Dn earthquake would come and

.lhrow me r; ht in hfr la , ,

but I couldn't tell who 1 loved most.
There was Peggy Masonhammer, a migh-
ty fine gal, even in her tow-line- n frock;
her cheek was as full as a China pig's,
and as red ns a turkey gobbler's; and then
there was Sally. Perkins, with her glo.i-ousl- y

striped, homemade cotton frock,
besides her har and eyes as black as ink;
and then there was dimple cheeked blue
ey'd Lotte Smith, who always toted her
hoes nnd stockings in her hands till she

got iu S'ght of meetin.' Well, on these
three 1 cou!dn't tell for my life which I
liked best sometimes one and sometimes
another, but allers the last one I looked
at. But when Siuire Crumnton corns to
our diggins, his two gals trrou the shine
off the rest on 'em, 'specially the oldest
one, Betsy. I shan't attempt to describe
her; but when I tell you she had a calico
frock, with yaller flowers, as big as your
hand, brass earballs. besides half a dozen
strans o beads as large as the end of vour
little finger, you may think she was a
charmer I did anyhow. Of all the
magnum bonuin' charmers I ever seed,

she was the magnum bonest! And so nil
the young fellers said, too. When I fust
seed her, it was at Deacon Snooks meet-in- .

I fastened my eyes on her til! hers
met mine, she looked steadfastly, then
smiled a charming smile, and blushed and
looked down. Lordy! there was a flut- -

terin' then equal to a saw - mill, 'tween
iny two jacket pockets, I felt as a gonner.
From that hour I was too big for my
breeches of Sundays. I borried dad'6
breeches hed been married in before the
revolutionary war, had come off at his
knees; but as he was tall ami I waru't
they came below mine three or four inch-
es Agin the meetin I was prepared to
cut a big stiff sister Sal, for the purpose
starched and ironed my new fine shirt as
Stiff and slick as a .heel of tin. The iliiri
had tho finest kind of flax linen in the
bosom and collar, but the invisible part
of it was sars tow, with a hem that would
cable, a steamboat.

Now, while sho was smoothing the
wrinclcs near tho said hem with an iron
just hoi from the Are, down stairs tumbles
one o' the larnal brats, knockin the breath
out'n it. It was Saturday night, and she
was the only one up, and ran to it n
course, but afore it come to, the iron had
made its mark that is, burnt two holes
in the extremity of my linen. Next mor-ni- n

I put it on as it wa?, then dad's true
blue, then the fust reg'lar built par of
shoes I'd ever had.

I was seventeen just, thai Sunday morn- -

in.'and in my Sunday rigin. felt myself
a man, and was resolved, if Betsy Crump,
ton was at meetin to show it. Well 6he
was there, and I axt her for her company,
and got it. Walkin by her side, I felt
as light as nothin skercely touched the
ground I walked on. But 1 shan't tell the
few things I thought and 6aid to her on
the way, and more after we got home.
Oh yes do,' said several voices. No,

you'll have enough without that; you're
to skim the cream of the story yet.

She kept me up late; say two o'clock,
and in spite of the novelty (it being the
first time) I got. sleepy. Now the
Squire had just come to these parts, and
put up a one-stor- y one-roome- d log cabin,
and the whole family, 'cept some of the
young on'a. slept below. I was a leetle
bashful 'bout gewine to bed thar, but it
was three miles from home, and it was
ranin' like blue blazes! 1 had to do it.
and did without exposin' the blank in my
linen. I resolved to be up afore anybody
else in the mornin' on the same account
and some others.

That w as the last I know'd till waken- -

J ed by the hounds (half a dozen of which
slept under the bed) a pullin' the kivers
offn me. Holy heaven's the sun two

'hours high, breakfast on the table, and me
. in bed? Just as I was gewine to spring

out, in pops the old 'omen, with a plate
o sassage. It was dog days now, and she

cooked in a shanty. I possumed sleep
till she went out again, and then looked
for my trousers, lhar they wur in the
jaws of the pups at the. foot of the bed!
I made a miehtv lune over the foot
board to retake them, but, oh, horrors! j

my head down and my heels up! What's
the matter, thinks I but i; flashed across !

me in a moment that the hole in my liu-i- n

was over the post and a tall pest tu!
1 kicked and flounder'd and floune'd but
all to no purpose I couldn't get down
I strain'd to break the hr m, but it was
no go. J ist now all the hounds commenc-
ed yell in so furiously the old 'omen and
both gals run in to see what was up, and
when they seed it was rre they run off
on begin' to hollow for the Squire, while

.. . . . ......loiners- - 'ugn Lie crack, wnii tishin'
noles. battled the cused hounds that u-e- r

end

wullin' me. j 'ans in Indian a.---Jo- hn Dowling,
Oh, 1 Indian Agent, who has vis- -

of Absolcm and every I

M.a.m where he paidd Reserve,body that ever did hang, he
off the Indian annuities, gives the Terrehang by the wrong end, no, that was a

consolation I had not. I'd a cust mv late Iiaule Jourr)al some interesting informa-lik- e

Boston, but I remembered 1 belonged lTlon respecting the Indians in ourState.
Last there 25 i Musis in thisto mcetin'and it was agin the rules, i i year were

did howsomever think some mighty bar .

words if 1 didn't speak 'em. Sat all that !

didu't do anv Rood. 1 couldn't reoL--

nothin' by pullin' downwards so I thought
I'd climb up the post and unloose myself
that way. I had nearly succeeded when
one of the unmannerly pups attacked me
in the rear, and losin' my holt, the bot-
tom busted off and 1 cams out full length
on the floor in precisely the same state
of fix Job said he came in this world.
The next minit I was under the bed where
the everlasting pups had dragged my
trowsers. I cufft them oft", but every
time I put one leg partly on, the infernal
whelps who'd pull tother off.

I worried ia this way fcr some time,
!

when a puncheon gave way, and 1 fell
through into a trough of soap under the
house! Gosh! I thought it was in the
pit that's bottomleti-- ! I sprung for my
life, but in doing this. I throw myself in- -

to the face and stomach of Squire Crump- - i

, ..,.. ...o i
iuu, n 'iu uj luuiiu on wju tun, evict
ing the Injuns was a massacreeing the
whole family. Tho ecl'ision threw him
down the hill, and I followed suit hec!ß
over head to th bottom. There I cov-
ered my understanding, an i without nny
apologies, or even a word. I stiuck a bee
lino for home just as I was, in my native
purity, at a speed that split the winds,
my toe nails striking fire out the flints
every jump!

But, b'hoys. I never weLt. within a
quarter cf a mile of Squire Crumpton'6
afterwards nor did I ever cast sheen's

at Betsy again, let aloue'ollanting
her horn?.

The Tin and the SworJ.
No country recognizes to a grcnler ex-

tent the fact that the pen is mightier than
the sword, than the United Stales. Upon
our extreme frontiers, among hostile In-

dians, the ptinting press is found, and
when our armies invaded Mexico the
printer was as necessary an arm of the
public service, as the flying artillery, sap-
pers, miners, or Texan Ranger. Bv this
means our people have been kept better
informed on army operations than any
other belligerent nation, and the Foolish
Press acknowledges tho fact. Speaking
of Military Literature -- the chronicles of
the camp and the control of the pen over
the achie ements of the sword- - the Lon-
don Atheneum makes a concession and
contrast, by saying:

American papers are remarking on the
absence of all literary f Hurls in the Cri-

mea, and are there in mtking very much
to their own glory a charactcrestic dif-
ference between the surroundings of an
American and of an army. The
contrast is fair. The self-hudatio- n is not
unjust. Our readers know that when tho
Yankees marched into Mexico they car
tied with them a printing press, and pub-
lished a newspaper along the line of in-

vasion.
Across prairies, dangerous pr.s

ses, over mountain ranges, sometimes on
mules, oftener on men's shoulders, occas-
ionally in wagons, traveled prew, paper,
type and ink editors, contributors and
pressmen fighting, foraging, writing on-

ward. Infinite were the uses of the press.
It carried orders through the camp. Ev-

ery morning the soldiers read ia it the
story of the previous day. It anticipa-
ted the gazettes. It disseminated orders
of the day, it perpetuated the gossip of
the camp; reflected public opinion in the
army; made known every vent; supplied
every information; exercised, inspired,
and animated every heart. Had the Amer-
icans been in the Crimea, they would
have had daily papers at Balaklara, Eu-parori- a,

Yenikale and Constantinople;
and these papers, reflecting the humors,
incidents, and life of the camp would
have ranked among the best historical
documents on the war. As it is, our
soldiers in the Crimea are indebted to
the London journals for authentic infor-
mation of what occurs in the camp itself
and within a mile or two of their own
tents. Jonathan is ahead of us in some
respects.

Absence of Mind.

It is the privilege of great geniuses to
be absent-minded- , but it does not follow
that every absent-minde- d man is a geni-
us. When a person is lauhed at for his
abstraction from little things, while his
mind is soaring to the empyrean in the
pathway of the stars, the wits of many a
dolt are wool-gatherin- g without an idea
in his head. An exchange tellsof a man
in Boston who went to the post-oflic- e to
enquire for his letters, and did not know
how to frame an interrogatory, having
forgotten his own name; and of a farmer
in Nsw Hampshire who, while revolving

some deeply important problem, satdown
on the milk pail milked the cow in-

to the stool. We know of n gentleman
who, the next morning after he was mar-

ried, called at the house cf the bride'i
father, asking for her by her maiden name.
The reply of the astonished servant girl.

thought recently
thebut didn't

;eyes

English

through

'she is married and gone to live at yout
house, brought him to his senses. Old
Parson Blank, who. when prtuing ms ap
ple trees, would sit on the end ot n limo
and saw it off inside of h;m, wns a case
in point. But the most melancholy ter-

mination of a life of blunders, was that,
as well attested as tho history of the
Kilkenny cats, of the unfortunate gen.
tlemnn, who on retiring to rest at night
put his patent leathers to bed and pulled
off his head with the boot-jack- . The cor-

oner's jury brought ia a verdict of 'acci-

dental suicide.

0 ' J 1exclusive of five who have j lined their
"TPI: TPII la r Si. I V I 1 TT HTI BtlUil U C -- ' ' &

crease, calculating births and deaths, of
IS. From this it will be seen that, in
the same ratio of decrease, this one proud
and haughty tribe will in less than a
quarter of a tentuary more become ex-

tinct, in case those West decreases in tho
same proportion. This is a melancholy
picture, but it is to be hoped that last
year will prove an exception, and that,
as many of lhem ere now cultivators cf
the soil, they will hereafter progress and
increase like their white neighbors.
Most of them are sober and industrious,
comparatively speaking, and seem to be

awtre of the necessary of sobriety and
systematic industry to their preservation
as a people.

Resides the 261 Miamles proper, there
i .) I , i t : m : . : ... v. ..." JY ,u.,.,u.wc u..uc yu

tics. Ihe Miamifs were principally m
the counties of Miami, Grant. Wabash
and Huntington, with a few scattering
members of the tribes in adjoining coun-
ties. Yincer.r.ca Gczetlc 2Gih.

Bor.nowiNQ Tcouble The newspaper
called tho 'Slate of Maine,' published at
Portland, gives the following illustration
of the propensity of some people to be
distressed at imaginary evils:

Borrowing is a bad thing nt best but
borrowing trouble is perhaps the most

foolish investment of foreign capital thai
a man or womnn csn make. An amus
ing instance of this species of operation
is s-'- t forth in a down east paper, wherein
a man thus related his experience in a fi-

nancial vtay on the occasion cf a failure
of d local bank.

'As soon as I heard of it, my h'&rt
jumped right into my mouth. 'New,
thinks I, 'sposin I've got any bills outha:
bank! I'm gone if I hev that's a fact!
So I put on my coat and put for homo as
fast as my legs will carry me; fact is, I
run all the way, and when 1 got there I
looked keerfuliy end found that I hadn't
got no bills on that bank or any other!
Then I felt easier,'

There have been a thousand instances
of borrowing trouble when it was not a
whit better secured than iu the present
eximple.

Toasls by Hit Trades.

From a list of professional toe6ts, said
to hate been made bl the Sevr England
celebration at Milwaukee, we take the
following: .

By a Baker The Storm of Liberty'-- !
It rose in the yeast may it continue tJ
n ive it3 lieht until it has leaventd tha
whole woild, and prepared for the lastl''
baking. A

By a Dry Goods Merchant 'Our Na- -

tional Flag' -- May we never measu it!
by yards, ncr 6ell it without reasonable
advance on its first cost, adding transpot- -
tation and insurance.

By' a Printer 'Plymouth Rock The
imposing stone on which the form of our
liberties was made up may it be a type
of their perpetuity.

By a Tailor The Araeiican Union'
Buttoned up by the patriotism of our an-

cestorsmay its needle of virtuous indig-
nation prick the goose that attempts to
rip it asunder.

By a Miller The Mayflower'-Grou- nd

from theorist of oppression, itturned oul
no shorts.

By a Forwarder 'The Boston Tea Tart-
y'-.. May its memory be stored away by
all who attempt to exact illegal commis-
sion.

Hy a Banker 'The Pilgrim Slock--Abov- e

par in every market.

Get Harried.

An eld bachelor expressed a wish, the
other dar, that the stars would favor hitn
with some change in life, that he might
be lew discontented. -- Why don't yoa
marry?' we proposed. I don't know who
to many, how to ask, and I haven't got
time. Besides I htTe been so long alien-
ated from society, that I am unacquaint-
ed with a single female, that is of mar-
riageable quality. Do you know of any?
he asked us. Being a ladies man, wo
immediately answered, 'a thousand!'
Well, said he, 'sit down and write me

a letter a ptoposition direct it to whom
you please, and I will abide by the result.'
We did so. The result was. that on last
Sabbath, we saw by the side of our bach-
elor friend, a blooming bride of twenty,
two summers; and by the billing and coo-
ing, our friend might easily be mistaken
for a youth of nineteen, deliciously en-Joyi- ng

the sweetes; of all moons the
honey-moon- -
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